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SLO PER“ S BANK HOLIDAY. 
As some sort of recompense for the many happy hours spent on Hampstead Heath, it has been in Poor Pas mind for some time since to entertain a portion 
the Arry and ’ Arriet fraternity on his own domains. On Whit Monday, therefore, in the back garden attached to the Mildeweries, he displayed to a number of 
ie East-end aristocracy some of that originality of device with which nature has so richly endowed him. Doubtless the feature of the fete was a brilliant ‘Tableau 


ivant’ representing Poor Ma being crowned Queen of the May. It went off splendidly. So, unfortunately, did Iky Moses with the cash box.’’—Toursit. 
BILLIARDISMS (Third Dose.) THE BANK OF FASHION. 


One day a gentleman drove up to one of the principal 
inns in the good old City of York in a travelling chariot, 
and ordered supper and a bed. The assizes were on, and 
the town crowded by strangers, lawyers, witnesses, and 
friends of prisoners; but the landlord managed to accom- 
modate his guest, and served up a handsome repast, and a 
“bottle of the best.” 

Next morning, after a substantial breakfast, the gentle- 
man got into conversation with his host, whom he informed 
he was a perfect stranger to the town ; and finding that he 
was a day too early for the business that had brought him 
there wanted to know what there was to be found in the 
285 of amusement until dinner time. 

e landlord, after suggesting the Castle and the Minster, 
mentioned that a remarkable case of highway robbery was 
fixed for trial that morning which might interest him, and, 
conducting his guest to the court house, obtained for hima 
seat on the bench, upon assuring the high sheriff that he 
was a person of great apparent respectability, which the 
landlord had — — reason to believe from his having seen a H 
big bundle of bank notes in his possession. 

The highway robber appeared to be a miserable creature, 
and was standing in a limp condition in the dock, with his 
head bowed down and buried in his pocket handkerchief, 
seemingly almost unconscious of what was passing around 
Giving a mise. The player in hand. him. The trial was approaching its termination; the 


A receiver of points. 
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eviaence for the prosecution was completed, and the judge called 
upon the prisoner for his defence. Upon this he raised himself, 
with evident etfort, from the place where he had been resting, and 
assured the jury that he was innocent. Then. suddenly starting, 
he pointed, with a trembling hand, towards the bench, and cried : 
There, there, my lord, is a gentleman who can prove that I am 
not guiltx!“ 

All eyes were turned upon our friend, the stranger, who expressed 
great surprise, and declared that, to the best of his belief, he had 
never seen the prisoner before. The man, however, in great excite- 
ment, declared that on the day he was said to have committed the 
robbery, und his identity positively sworn to, he was a hundred 
and more miles away at Dover, and had wheeled the gentleman's 

ugsage in a barrow from the Ship Inn to the steam packet, in 
which he was about to start for Calais. The gentleman said that 
he certainly had been at Dover about the time mentioned, but he 
could not swear to the date. He had lodged at the Ship, and his 
luggKe had been wheeled to the pier, but he could not recognise 
the man. 

The judge nsked whether he had no memoranda to which he 
could refer, and the gentleman answered that, being engaged ina 
large mercantile business, it wan certainly his custom to take notes 
in his pocket-book, but that that was at his inn locked in his 
trunk. The judge bade him go and fetch it, but the gentleman 
raising some objection, an officer of the court was sent with the 
key, who, in the presence of the landlord, was directed to open the 
trunk and bring the book away, 

The book arrived, and in it sure enough was an entry of the 
stranger's movements at Dover on the day in question. The cir- 
cumstances attending the arrival and sojourn of the stranger at 
the inn were alxo privately communicated to the judge, and the 
gentleman having given his name and stated that he was connected 
with a most respectable banking house in London, the judge 
summed up, commenting on the very remarkable incident that 
had occurred, and the jury at once returned a verdict of not guilty. 
The prisoner was then immediately discharged, and the stranger, 
complimented by the court, retired, expressing his happiness at 
being able to give such testimony and save an innocent man. 

Within a fortnight the London merchant and the innocent man 
in question were ee locked up in York Castle, charged with 
a most daring act of burglary, and both were hanged. The notes 
the merchant had flashed at his inn were subsequently found to 
have been drawn on the Bank of Fashion” instead of upon the 
Bank of England. 

Camden Pelham gives no names or dates in this story, of the 
truth of which, however, there is no doubt. 

* e * „ e 
LAITEST. 

Orror is on orror cep. Wile the deeming boi was a-tarin’ off of 
my boot e made me dropp the thrupny bitt ma giv me to fetch a 
yerrand with. beens ixs mi portion pretty brord uns to. 

(Newt week, * Bouncing a Judge.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
„“ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enougl tu conta in the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


+ ones an error, ARTHUR HADpox; Eren printers make mis- 
takes. Write to Iky Moses, RiGGER, Fle i tell you all hia 


‘fakes, *Bighty-four's the date, SUBSCRIBER ; Thanks for kindly 


little nate. Not at present, FANNY MILLARD; Wait till women 
havea vote. No, we cannot tell you, CHAFFER ; Jt is not our line 
at all, Sorry that we haven't, WILLIE; Did you lose it at the 
ball? Rather carly, JE¥¥, at present, Much obliged for cutting, 
Mick. Only tell Me Govselvy, BITTEN ; He'll be on it ina tick. 
Thanks for invitation, SALTY ; It must be a lovely place. Thanks 
for sketch, M1LOR ; but cannot Just at present spare the space. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of any Man, Woman, Loy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall a to meet 
with his or her death in a Naila) Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
The Young Man (more or less cynical). Pooh! There isn’t such 
thing as love! 8 
The Young Woman (lovely, loving, and lovable), I'm sure there is ! 
The Young Man (suspiciously). How do you know? 
The Young Woman. Because I've had such a lot of it made to me. 
ss 
s 
THE best way to cure a woman who squints is to fix her head 
fast in an iron frame, with a small ed aor bya a yard off parallel 
to the cheek in which is set the affected optic. She'll strain so 
hard to get as many glimpses of herself as she can, that it's safe to 
have an effect upon the muscles. 
td 
s 
HE called my hair an auburn gold, 
jut now that we are wed, 
I've only got to rile him, and 
He'll swear it's brilliant red. 
ss 


* 
Editor, Well, what have you found out about the murder? 
Reporter, Nothing much; but I got an interview with the 
woman who lives in the next house. 
Tal itur (wearily), Very well; but don't let the report run into 
more than two pages. 4 


Friend, That's a smart looking dress suit you've got on, Stoney- 
nan. What's the figure! 

Ntoneyman, Ten bob, my boy. 

Friend. Nonsense! Only ten bob for a suit like that? i 

Stoneyman. Fact, I assure you; you enn hire one for the evening 
at the same price, too. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 524.—The “Chorus Girl” Costume. 
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“Yes; the wind's in the Sow-West.” 


(Saturday, May 12, 1894, 


en Calais Have, | wees trod man 
igh. in Hawk, I want to 
= whom you wll be glad to know, 555 1 
‘aptain Hawk. indeed! Who is he? 
Sharpleigh. He is very young, very foolish, and very rich. 


DESPISE not the works of man, nor yet those of nature. \ 
se om, — 3 5 4 not aoe, Ne oy ne fags 
{ rousers, to try on either a brace of tin-tack > 
shillings’ worth of live crabs. » e 
a 


Customer, You upset De Rooser last night, when h i 
turned out. He is most awfully wild, cal swears he vie 
revenge, 5 
t Publican. I'm sorry to hear that—very sorry. What is he going 
o do 8 
5 * He declares he'll punch your head and kick you round 

ne r. 

Publican (reliered), Oh, is that all? I don't mind that. 
afraid he was going to take his custom 1 — 5 


THE ma-in-law'sa horror, we 
Are told, which may be true; 
But, oh, without her, tell us what 

The comic man would do? 


Firat Man, Do you know I've quite altered my opini 
8 1 = poverty 11 pod : mean sort 0 5 5 er 
nd he does ¢ 80 I actua i yi 
hospital box on the station. aes ae 
Second Man, Yes, that's so; but he told me he only did it in 
mistake for nn automatic vesta machine. You should have seen 
the rage he was in about it. es 

s 


Ovn rather sleepy village was not long ago put into n little fluster 
of excitement by the opening of a new cobbler's who put up the 
notice, Boots While You Wait.“ Our hairdresser was 
much struck with the i sae next morning u large placard 
appeared in his window—“ *. Shaving, 1}d., While You Waft.“ 


Charlie, 1 wonder why old maids are generally so spiteful ? 

Tom, Perhaps it's a case of cause and ellect. 

Charlie, Don't see. 

Tom. If they had not been so spiteful, they might not have been 
old maids, ee 

s 

Snipper (suspiciously). How is it v. i 

* per ere ly) * vou never have any coin when 


Snapper. Don't know, dear boy, I'm sure. I always was lucky. 


THERE's a man so consumed with alcohol down Shoreditch way, 
that he lets himself out to the confectioners by the hour to breathe 
on the choicest fruit so as to turn it into cherry brandy. 


2 
s 
Mature Dan gel (proudly). Oh, my dear! I assure you, I've 
forty offers. 
Youthful Damsecl, Have you really, now? So you got one every 
twelvemonth ? ee 
s 


Showman. Want a job here, do you? Why, what can you do? 
4 5 Oh, I can’t do nothin'. I want you to show me asa 
wart, 
_ Showman, A dwarf? Jumping snakes! Why, you're five foot 
six, ain't yer? 
Candidate. Bout that; but couldn't you run me as the tallest 
dwarf on earth? es 
s 


“You ought to answer Les,“ said Jack. 
“Why so!“ said Kitty, “pray?” 
Because, he promptly said, “you have 
A most engaging way.” 
ss 


Nursemaid. Now, look here, Master Johnnie, I will not have you 
mang od ne in this manner; you will have to learn to mind me, do 
you hear 

Johnnie. Mind you! That's good. Why, ma has you to mind 
me, don't she? ae 

. 


nt Wife. My husband, you know, possesses a perpetual 


Acquaintance (interrupting). Dear, dear, how truly sad! A 
drunkard's life is go very 

Young Wife (freezingly). A perpetual thirst for knowledge, I 
was about to say. 2 . [Acquaintance collapses. 


First Chappie. But, my dear old fellah, what on earth made you 
pro; to Miss Smithers? 

cond Chappie. Well, you see, dear boy, I'd exhausted the 

weather, don’t vou know, and—haw—I'm dashed if 1 could think 


of any other subject for convereation—haw, 


* 

THERE'S a certain deep os about ALLY, afterall. Do you 
know, he e thinks the world was made round so that he 
shouldn't knock himself against the corners when he fell down 
after too much “ Unsweetened.” 


se 
s 
Busy Editor, Of course, I'm awfully glad to see you, but really, 
old man, I wish you'd call when I've got nothing to do. . 
Talking Visitor, And when is it that you have nothing to do! 
Busy Editor, Well, to tell you the truth, I am always ‘busy. 


Visitor. You must be a very kind-hearted little boy to be so 
upset when your father spilt a cup of hot coffee over his trousers. 

Young Hopeful. Oh, it ain't that; only, you see, 1 have to wear 
all dad’s old things cut down, and I don’t care about en too 
messy. 1 


She. No, Mr. Spooner, you are the very last man on earth I shall 


love. 
He. Why, that's just what I want, Miss Amy; you've made ine 
80 happy. 3 * 
On, how his actions makes us feel 
That we could gladly smother 
That epyer on the joys of love 
Our sweetheart’s little brother! 


Mra. Swagger. You don't mean to say, dear, that you do your 
own work? Don't you keep a servant? 
Mrs. Moderate. No, dear; 1 am not strong enough to clean up 
after a servant. ee 
s 


SHE was neither too heavy nor yet too light. Still, for all that, 
when she eat down suddenly on the threepenny bit, it was squeezed 
80 flat that they all mistook it for 2 postage stamp. 


s 
Gasarr, I've made it a rule for some time now: I never write 
unless I feel that I can do really good work. 
Pincher. Humph! that accounts for the small quantity of your 
stuff that has been published lately. 


— — 
Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 


— 


WHEN Sailor Billy sat upon the throne, one of the lions of the 
day was the Unrivalled Chinese Swinish Philosopher, Toby, the 
5 Real Learned Pig. “He 
will,” says honest James 
/ Burchall’s handbill, 
N. “ spell, „ and cast 
0 accounts, tell the points 
1 of the sun's rising and 
! setting, discover the four 
grand divisions of the 
earth, kneel at command, 
perform blindfold with 
twenty handkerchiefs 
over his eyes, tell the 
hour to the minute by the 
ere tell a cord 1 1 
age of any party. He ia, 
in colour, the most beau- 
tiful of his race; in aym- 
metry, the most perfect ; 
in temper, the most docile. 
And when asked a ques- 
tion, he will give an im- 
mediate answer.” 
Surely,a most wondrous 
pis was that, and let us 
ope he lived to a green 
old age, and ne'er was 
made bacon of, as is too 
often the lot of unlearned, 
loose and careless uncal- 
culating porcine mem- 


ru. 

And why, do you think, 
have I mentioned this remarkable pig? Because I dro in yester- 
day at the good old Crystal Palace to see Mazeppa, the talking and 
thought-reading horse. Why “ Mazeppa,” I wonder? Mazeppa was 
not the name of the horse but the name of the man tied to it. This 
horse happens to be a mare, and Mazeppa you know, a gentle- 
man, or so Lord Byron called him. As such, he first figured on the 
wild untamed, at the theatre, until the late E. T. Smith conceived the 
grand idea of engaging the beauteous Adah Isaacs Menkin, one of 
whose husbands was Heenan, the prize-fighter, whom Tom Sayers 
conquered in a memorable battle. E. T. Smith was an enterprising 
manager, but not unfrequently short of cash ; and when he put up 
the show at Astley’s he economised the “ printing” by using some 
old double-crown bill Blonks, atilion the premises, which represented 
a person, much undressed, fastened to a bare-backed steed. These 
posters at the time attracted much attention, and some amount of 
indignant protest; but 
nobody noticed that 
the figure on the horse 
was that of a man, who 
had often played the 
part, and not a woman. 

Perhaps Professor 
M‘Guire named his 
mare as n compli- 
ment to the ladies who 
have played the part, 
but of this I know no- 
thing, and can only 
say that hin Mazep 
beats the Learned Pig 
hollow, and that this 
wonderfal animal, just 
arrived from the United 
States, adds up columns 
of figures, tells the 
time by any watch, 
tells the age of any 
person in the audience, 
and can answer ques- 
tions put to her in 
English or German, 
atso performing experi- 
ments in transmission 
of thought. 

I saw other things, 
among them that hor- 
rible Bob and the 
Honourable Billy. Bob 
tried to make me jealous by flirting out usly with a barmaid. 
10 though, the decency to sleep through the most of the 
afternoon, 

After cold-shouldering Bob, I had à nice little lunch with a 
very pleasant bandmaster, and a ramble through the grounds, 
which yearly grow more beautiful. 

It ix just about forty years ago, I believe, since the Queen was 
present at the opening ceremony—and the palace of glass still 
ilourishes, At first, from what I can understand, the undertaking 
Was curried out on rather too grand a scale. The notion seemed to 
be that what the public wanted was scientific instruction. It was 
supposed that the millions were thirsting to have their minds 
improved, and they were not—not the least little bit. The experi- 
ment, with doleful results, was tried at what is now the Alhambra 
it the Adelaide Gallery, the Polytechnic, and many wretched 
“institutes.” Hundreds of statues were bought, and tons of 
machinery, Professors delivered lectures, and blew themselves up 
more or less badly 
with explosive 
chemicals and 
singed their 
whiskers. But 
the fireworks the 
people wanted 
were Brock's, and 
instead of tons of 
animated iron 
tons of beef and 
mutton, hundreds 
of gallons of beer, 
rivers of an 
acres of b and 
butter. I can't 
help thinking 
that there is yet 
a big future for 


dd III 


craze subsides. 
What a place to 
spend one’s 
deadly-lively 
Sunday at! The 
catering for re- 
freshments need 
not be at the risk 
of loss it iscarried 
on at in riverside 
hotels. Then 
Tootsie and the Dandmaster. there should be 
music as in the 

hymn tunes, If anything frisky of that kind comes 

like a few shares, And why should it not come off, if 


1 rke- not 
11 1 


Malace, eck: is well worth patronising at the present 
a ‘ atte — 85 onday and. see for yourselves, you are sure to 
Tayo yo Ly. 


939363. 
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BOARDING-HOUSE BOUNDERS. 


Ir you're not quite satisfied with your present employment, or 
wish to find a means of filling up your spare time, start a boarding- 
house in Bloomsbury, There are fortunes in ‘em—in many cases 
hopelessly sunk by the Inst proprietor. The philanthropist-in- 
disguise who runs one of these human Zoo's in Upper Bloombed- 
fordburn Place advertises : “ Full bonrd from twenty: five shillings” 
and “Servants three shillings à day.“ 

As he stood upon his doorstep the other evening to try and 
intercept and parley with the man who was coming to cut the gas 
off, a lady boarder—a new customer, attracted by the advertise- 
ment—and her maidservant, drove up in a four-wheeler. Assisted 
by a loafer who had run behind the cab, the happy proprietor ot 
the boarding-house tugged twenty-seven boxes and a tin trunk up 
the steps and into the hall: and, when the lady herself had 
3 to follow them, he welcomed her with his blandest 
smile, 

Am [ addressing the responsible manager?” 

“You are doing me that honour, madam.” 

“Oh, very well. I wish to be put on the twenty-five shilling 
tariff for three days, with my maidservant as per advertisement. 
1 shall only require one sitting and one bedroom for myself, and 
the same for my maid: but they must have a southern aspect and 
not be higher than the first floor. l take it for granted that you've 
n lift. A small fire to go to bed by is, of course, included. Mind 
that there are sandbags to all the windows and doors, as I'm very 
subject to draughts, and please to see that I have five extra blankets 
on my bed, two eider-down quilts, a warming-pan, a special 
chambermaid, a waiter—if you keep one. a boy to run u few errands 
for me; and—er—oh yes, see if you can borrow me a pair of hair- 
curling tongs, but ut of u servant. I ought to tell you that I um 
most particular about my food, and can scent out an Australian 
frozen kidney at half a mile; perhaps you had better send your 
0 up each morning for orders. Wha-a-t! Don't keep a chef, 
well I never! I suppose, however, as I'm here I must make the 
best of it. Anyway, see that there's a fire escape run up to my 
bay sera window every night, I'm told you can hire——” 

Tas 

It was only the proprietor who had swooned away : and, in his 
fall, upset the Japanese umbrella vase. 

„I'm really very sorry, madam,” he remarked, apologetically, as 
he pulled himself round by a liberal application of n amelling-salts 
. “but I fear your requirements can hardly be satisfied 

ere. 

„And where would vou recommend me to go, then?“ she 
demanded, quite imperiously. 

„There's only one place I' enn think of just now, madam, and I'm 
not absolutely certain that even that would do.” 

“Where is it?” 

‘It is called Heaven, madam !“. 


Se 


HE KNEW THEY WEREN'T RELIABLE! 


On, Foodledum's wealth is excessive, 
More riches could scarce be desired; 

And from business-cares, fierce and oppressive, 
Has Foodledum wisely retired. 

He has taken a villa so cosy, 
Which Thames-trotting trip may see; 

And, if e er a man's prospects looked rosy, 
That mortal should Foodledum be. 

But the rosiest roses are thornful, 
And cloudy the cloudlessest heaven : 

And old Foodledum’s spirit with mournful 
And moody forebodings is riven ! 


But wherefore these sorrowful ewiggings 
From Augury's chalice! Odzounds, 

He has jewels and plate in his diggings 
Whose value is thousands of pounds, 

And, although he takes consummate measures 
For guarding the same, yet it strikes 

Him that, sooner or Inter, hia treasures 
Will all be annexed by Bill Sikes ! 

Yes, and well may his heart be an acher, 
And well may he fretfully chafe ;— 

For he earned all his wealth as the maker 
Of “ Foodledum's Burglar-Proof Safe" 


—— 


STILL MORE PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 


Some of the people who have most to say about pring the 

devil his due,” are the most tardy in weighing out their share of 

the minister's salary. A woman's 1 says, “ That where fifty 

men commit embezzlement, absecond. or go to op for fraud, not 

one woman is proved dishonest.” What of it 

an. don't have to keep expensive wives to start with, for one 
ng. 

It ia said that Job never lost his patience. This warrants the 
inference that he never tried to spend an evening at home with his 
Nee reading the Ladies’ Invasion” letters out of the Zelegraph 

im. 

The handmaid of Scripture of old was n simple thing compared 
with the tailor-made girl of the spring of 94. 

Honesty is doubtless the best policy ; but then, the policy expired 
years and years ago. 

It was a doctrine of Lavater, that, in choosing a wife, a man 
should be governed by herchin. Just as well, for she is never 
likely to be governed by his. 

Probably there is no period in a young man’s life when he is so 
tossed about by shifting currents of uncertainty, as for the first 
nine seconds after entering a tunnel with a pretty girl for a 
vis a vis. 

Never do anything in a hurry ; even the convicted burglar is 
made to “take his time.“ 

Lawyers’ charges are sometimes taken exception to. but there 
seems a 3 of judges’ charges ming equally 
objectionable. 

— — — 


INTERCEPTED LETTER 

From Mr. ExERT 'AWKINS TO Mn. ALBERT CHEVALIER. 

‘ERE, Chivvy! D'year! Me an' my pals ‘as summat to arst you. 
I don't want no beatin’ abowt the bloomin’ mulberry bush. I puts 
it t’ye str'ight, d' ye see. Wot we wants to know ia, ow — 8 it 
to be afore you gives us another coster song? W'en we took you 
on at fust, it was to ear you sing, an' a doocid foin bunch o melo- 
dies ye give us, too, an' make no herror. They was true to natur', 
old pard, an’ that’s ‘ow they come to take on. The liter'y gents in 
the stalls said as ‘ow they was a revelation. But they wasn't no 
revelation to us as was in the gall'ry. Bless you, we reckonised 
them at onct. They was true to human natur’, and wot's more to 
the p'int, they was true to coster natur. But these ere sketches, 
Chivvy, they won't wash. They won't, indeed. Leave all sich to 
Mr. Godferry, whose Fewsilliers made sich a sinsation. You kin 
do better things. Beaoides, my dear Chivvy, the bloke as you 

ves us <7 in’ of is “dear old Dutch” ain't a bit loike it. 

less you, I knows 'im,—'e lives in our court, an’ e don't let you 
forgit it, neither. Ile not swop ‘is old Dutch! w’y, he'd swop’ ‘er 
to-morrow for the price o a quart'n o gin. Bit that's not the pint. 
The p'int is, that these ere sketches, sung in sich slow time and with 
sich a bloomin’ lot o lime-light, gives me the ump. They don't soot 
yer, Chivvy—they don't, indeed. I wouldn't deceive you, old pal— 
no, not for worlds. Wot we want is another “Old Kent Road,” 
or somethink in that line. We'll take to it as any moke takes to 
carrots—an’ ere's ‘is jolly ‘ealth an' a N C'risty mass to 
im. Excuse the liberty I take. But it's boo I loikes you I does it. 
Think over wot 1 8, and believe me, yours respectful, 

‘"ENERY’ AWKINS. 


25 
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A BAD INVESTMENT. 


— 


I HAD always hated Blathers—hated him as fiercely as I loved 
Dollie Dessington. aud no words can tell how 1 adored ker, 
Blathers, I may say, 
cordially reeipro- 
cated my _ feelings 
with regard to him ; 
but his hatred was 
toned by a certain 
amount of scarcely 
veiled contempt 
which, to a man of 
my highly sensitive 
nature, was galling 
in the extreme. 

Dolly, dainty 
Dolly, even at times, 

wovoked my ire. 
ith n really pitiable 
want of discrimi. 
nation, she seemed 
unable to decide 
between my own 
obviously superior 
attractions and 
Blather's absurd pre- 
tentions; and 
although J was 
firmly convinced in 
my own mind that 
she did it only to 
draw me on, 
couldn't deny that 
she seemed to give 
that beast Blathers 
more encouragement 
than she gave me. 

But it made me uneasy all the same. Blathers had the advantage 
of me in the matter of cash. He was in one of those shameful 
Government situations where they draw big salaries for simply 
idling away a few hours over a newspaper, whilst an unkind fate 
compelled me to waste my genius upon the ledgers of a wholesale 
provision merchant, who valued them at no more than thirty 
shillings weekly. 

I soon discovered that Blathers was taking a cowardly advantage 
of his wealth, and was trotting Dolly—who ought to have known 
better—about to all sorts of amusements. I knew she doted upon 
theatres, and already I felt the ground slipping from under my 
feet. I took immediate steps to regain my position. I called on 
Dolly withont delay, and before I left she, with her mother's full 
permission, had pledged herself to accompany me to the play the 
next evening but one. 

I felt triumphant, and was walking home upon air, when a 
difficulty suddenly presented itself, which brought me to earth 
sumewhat suddenly. 
low on earth could 
I afford the tickets? 
Blathers had always 
taken dress circles, I 
knew; that meant 
fifteen bob, without 
enb fares and other 
extras. | was hard u 
—broke, in fact—anc 
had almost made up 
my mind to wire and 
say I'd been run over, 
or broken my armor 
something, when who 
should I run across 
but Whiffer. Whiffer 
is a great man about 
town, knows all sorts 
of theatrical folk, and 
is often to be seen 
standing whiskies, 
and talking quite fam- 
iliarly with real actors 
in some of the Strand 
bars. I mentioned 
casually to Whiffer 
that I thought about 
paying a visit to the 
theatre, and as luck 
would have it, he 
happened to have two 

I presented the tickets. stal] tickets in his 

pocket, which he'd 

bought cheap of a poor devil of an out of work actor, which, for 

the consideration of four shillings and a drink, he was good enough 
to part with. 

lly was looking lovely when I called to fetch her. I told her 


Dolly was looking lovely. 


we were going to the stalls, and she looked impressed. My spirits 


rose. She would scorn Blathers and his paltry dress circles now. 
Gloating over my triumph, I put her tenderly into a cab, and we 
drove to the theatre. I presented the tickets at the box office, and 
they appeared to cause some discussion. Presently a gentleman, 
with a very snowy shirt front, came out and asked me where I got 
them. This was annoying, because I had led Dolly to suppose that 
I had purchased them in the ordinary way. I stammered out that 
I had bought them from a friend who had been unable to use 
them. Oh,“ said the gentleman, “1 am sorry to tell you, sir, 
that they are forgeries, they were never issued from this theatre.” 
He turned away, and 1 looked in dismay at Dolly. Well,“ she 
snapped impatiently, 
“for goodness’ sake 
don't stand or 
there, it’s hard enoug 
to have made me 
ridiculous before all 
these people; you 
must buy two stalls.” 
„Buy two stalls!” 
and hadn't got 
half a sovereign in 


m ket. 

L Make haste,“ she 
eried, you'll lose all 
the best seats.” 


stamme growing 
scarlet, “that I—er 
—that is—that I—I 
—have forgotten my 
pu but if you 
wouldn't mind the 
pit, I have enough—” 

“The pit!“ she 
exclaimed scornfully, 
“and dressed like 
this! Oh, how dare 
ou insult me so? 

‘ake me home at 
once, sir.“ 

We drove back in 
silence. 

Two days after I 
met her in the strect with Blathers, and she cut me dead. 

I have just heard of their engagement. : 

Wait till 1 come across that confounded Whiitfer, that's all! 


She cut me deal, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 12, 1894. 


Bathing Attendant, Excuse me, Miss, but if you're a 
them’ ore, ot ii i “Tam afraid I ving lot of trouble.” “Not at an, M “Tell you what, young man, if you paint these woods, fields, and 
„ m r. am a 2 . 
* (And this was her first dip of the season, = D 5 7 tarma, and all my property, I'll actually frame it and hang it up.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS ROSE DEARING. 


% Miss will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


"OOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1) It was only recently that A. SLOPER had heard Rose Dearing sing in a St.OPERhves! To lightly clear at a bound that hedge, and come down heavily on 
8 manner, quite her own, the song of the day, in a startling yellow aml his orynn of smell on the other side, ia, with the enterprising youth, the work of an 
black costume from the design of a rural decoration of a contemporary, not un- instant, aud he is beside her. “ Misa Dearing!” Their eyes meet. “My dear Mr. 
moved,—(2) He hai watched her graceful movements while garbed was she in SLOPE, how you startled me!“ and her small, shapely hand presses her side. Who 


black and red, not without emotion: aud her words; M There she goes, the pet. Look woukl have thought of seeing you? You have, however, come at an opportune 
moment,—(4) My shoe has come untiel.” A. Storkn is down on his knees in an 


at the style. See her mile.“ funud an echo in his — 3 Jt is merry spring 

time, and the heart of A. >LOPER joyeth, and as he wandered in the green fiells —_fustant, regardless of late rheumatism, and an insecure button, which goes off with 

cullmg a buttercup here and a nettle blossom, in his ignorance of botany, there, he 

forgets that his Income Tax is yet unpaid, aud that the cashier at 99 but yesterday ditch, and secures the wandering ribbon. “And now,” says he, “to carry out in 
strictly proper form the burden of your song: Just one little tiddie wee kiss,” and 


No, 338.—Miss Grace HUNTLEY. seut Alexandry empty away. Suddenly a fresh young voice strikes his ear. Hush! y 
„How a was she christened Grace.” —The Dook Snook. What is it singing ? “That's all. that’s all. You can do it if you try. Just so, he draws his sleeve gracefully over his longing lips. * Well, yes,” en, she, “ on one 
“Gaze on matchless beauty of her face.” —Lord Bob. know, And then she winked her eye, just so.” A.SLOPER peeps over the helge. ition.” “Name it!” cries A. SLOPER, passi „ “That it be done by 
Who could but worship such a peerless queen ? Ha ! that dove silk frock, o ng in its close embrace that fair form ; those nodding deputy. | T appoint Mrs. mine—good morning !"——(5) As A. SLOPER gazed 
—The Hon. Billy. white plumes, cuffs, collar little lace haudkerchief! Miss Rose Dearing,as A. upon that departing dove it sccmed to change to a coll grey. 


THE ELDER IS UNKIND TO A MISSIONARY. 


ue 


“44 4 7 y+ 
78. _ 2 4 2 =~ 
/ 1, Z 1 8 7 ‘ * 
E 7 ¥ 
. 6 . (] / a 
BAe » ) „ 7 
(1) It was jus in the midst o the Annual Kirk Session Dinner. That puir doited cratur, McCluskie, the wright, wha has lately jined the parteekler hard-fisted Baptista, cam (2) “Pastor, whan ye want me tae help ye ony mair 
! g up yer Tirltoosica, and cock-a-leekie, yer in yer meesionary efforta, jist inform me if that dcevil 


kerwhuffling in, spite oa the efforts o' McBung tae keep him ont, and yelled, “ Woe unto you, ye hoary-heided 1 wolflu bee 
shecp’s-heid kail an’ yer Scotch broth, yer meuly puddin's an' yer blindy pucddin’s, yer bra Cockwhinlodies an' yer bloated haggis, yer champit tatties aud yer biled McNab's in the immediate neeberhood; and if he is, 
cul yer flukes aud yer fricaseed cockpadics ; is pease Lruse au’ soor milk no guid eneuch for ye—ye pimply-anaftered sons Balial?“ gang yersel !" 


. . 


8a · urday, May 12, 1894.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HoOLI DA. 


seh: 


| 


i Heigh- ho" 


Earbhquakes- Lorel- Russe ll. FOS. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
What cheer, my hearties! here we are again. I think you will have to admit that this isthe splendid effort, might and main, And Sloper gay has caught the train:—An awkward problem 
real bond side Industrial Exhibition. Anyhow, the gathering together of the show material has srithout doubt, B 44. en twelve soon work it out :—The rivalry in art is keen; The prizes few and 


cost me any amount of labour; but enough, let us proceed to the business of the day :—See the girls Jar between:—At House of Lords so drear, Sir Charles arrives as Judge and Peer.—Well, I 


with sat oe es Saces, charming dresses :—All hail to thee, oh, first of May, A day of have arrived at the end of my tether for yet another week. So, au reroir, until we meet ouce more 
rest and labour day :— i 


recian fétcs and fairs 20 jolly, Banished by grim melancholy:—A and a pleasant Bank Holiday to you, one and all.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


ART is LONG. 


MARRIED AND. MA-MARRED. 
“J persuaded him 1“ ( Gid song.) 


un Jor the Muldoons’ Ball, an- THE LATEST FICTION. 


Me qusetsh, Mare, Maloney baud she fifteen 
„W . en me 5 
5 . l. ur dor coal, poet . N Yes; but A. Sor Rn says, make it as loug as you like, he don't mind sitting A striking volume, 


150 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


Bi. xssED be the name of St. Lubbock, for surely the Bank Holi- 
day is a great and beneficial institution, and as a matter of fact, the 
re, eg of people could do 
with a few more of em. A 

public holiday is a fine thing. 
t affords the busy city man 
no excuse for coming up to 
the office. Almost any other 
time he would tell you it 
would be fatal to his business 
to miss a day, but here custom 
compels him. Others won't 
work if he will, and there are 
no letters, no orders — busi- 
ness, in fact, is at a standstill. 
2 And happily so. The old 
motto about all work and no 
play still holds good, and we 
all want a change occasionally. 
And as long as we enjoy it 
sensibly, well and good. Even 
Arrx, whom we are ali rather 
inclined to be down upon, 
starts with the idea of spend- 
ing a quiet ore sire 
amidst the fresh air and rural 
delights of the country. Cer- 
tainly he not infrequent] 
fails to get beyond the fourt 
or fifth pub. on the road, but 
then we must attribute it 
either to the weakness of his 
character or the strength of 
his libations. °° 


THE Moss-Grown Structure has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “ Award of Merit” upon INSPECTOR MELVILLE, 
uke 5 et ire force, Feyther, 


he's an ornament to the 
remarked the Azure-Orbed, don't think as I'm throwin’ any 
doubt on the propriety of the award, cos I'm chock full of admira- 
tion for the clever manner the Hinspecter nabbed! them Hanarchist 
blokes ; but really, feyther, for a man of your hexhentricity, it is as 
well to be on good terms with the police, ain't it?” But the Agéd 
rose in his scorn, and piercing shrieks soon told that the Cerulean- 
Eyed was paying dearly for his base insinuation. 
ss 
= 

„RATIONAL“, costume for ladies is unquestionably on the 
increase. The darlings are determined to have it, and having with 
feminine artitice put in the : 
thin end of the wedge, by 
adopting the masculine 
shirts, collars. and ties, they 
are now determined to cast 
further disguise and petti- 
coats to the winds, and go in | 
boldly for the breeches. The 
desire is everywhere appar- 
ent. The lady volunteers 
mean to wear em, the lady 
golfists, and shootists, and 
bicyclists meshes gr them. 
Hew at pent t takes a 
considerable amount of moral 
courage to sport a rational 
costume in an crowded 
thoroughfare, and one fair 
one of our acquaintance who 
did so, was compelled, owin 
totheexcitement shecreated, 
to leave her machine at the 
police station, and escape in 
n cab. But the rude popu- 
lace will grow acc to 
rational dress in time. It 
has a great and glorious 
future. °° 


THE pair of spoons re- 
cently 1 by Iky 
ee 
a token of his m, are 5 
undoubtedly silver; the Hall Mark is as plainly stamped upon 
them as are the words Hotel Metropole. 

es 
* 

THE Alhambra management inform us that they have exclusively 
engaged those renowned rifle shots, Messrs. Martin and Western, 
to appear at their theatre nightly. During the engagement, 
Captain Martin will introduce to the British public Herr Dowe, 
the inventor of the celebrated ballet promt jacket. Captain Martin 
will then proceed to pepper Herr Dowe—the latter, of course, 
safely ensconced in one of his celebrated bullet-proof costumes— 
with bullets. If the latter emerges safely through the ordeal, he 
must thank his lucky stars, not his common sense. 

se 
s 

Al. As, poor British drama! At the very time that our leading 
actors and playwrights are doing all they know to elevate it; when 
the public taste is inclin- 
ing obviously towards 
cultivated and scholarly 
work, which, without 
boring, will teach many 
of life's valuable truths; 
at this very time it has 
received, at the hgnds of 
a man who has obtained 
for himself a high stand- 
ing in the profession, one 
of the greatest blows that 
has been struck at it for 


y 
the reputation Sir sue 
tus Harris has worked so 
hard to establish. Of 
course, it may be 
that a fight is only 
that the manager’ of 8 
e manager a 
theatre devoted chiefly to 
melodrama is but a sen- 
sation-monger after all. 
True; but we had looked 
towards Sir Augustus to 
provide us with the right 
be 
s something apf 
to British hearts in a fire, 
a shipwreck, or even a 
horse - race; but, after 
auch a piece of stage realism as the battle scene in A Life of 
Pleasure, to descend toa rice Dane the pity of it all! In 
the former we cheered English heroes fighting for Queen and 
country ; in the latter we are asked to wax enthusiastic over the 
worst and most brutalizing form of sport, toned down to meet the 
ordinary demands of decency. Corbett as a prize-fighter we 
couldn't help. but Corbett paying the principal part in Gentleman 
Jack, at England's national theatre, is too much. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


WELL, yes, he will readily admit it, the Royal Aquarium has a 
certain sort of charm for the Eminent. The entertainment provided 
by the management 
at this popular resort 
most certainly can - 
not be excelie! in 
the Metropolis. The 
pono ia ot the 

and large order, 

and combines quan. 
tity with quality. 
First we have a 
oung lady dancing 
in the midst of a den 
of lions; then we 
=r the ee 
xing ngaroo, 
the champion diver, 
an excellent con- 
juror, etc, and 
to wind up with, we 
are treated to a view 
of the celebrated 
Talking Horse, of 
which we have heard 
so much lately. Be- 
sides these, there are 
numerous other 
attract ions. For 
further particulars 
we must recommend 
our readers to the Aquarium itself, 


s 

Ir does seem to us alittle strange that to become a successful 
actor nowadays one must have had some N ee in the prize- 
ring. But yet such seems to be the case in America. In some of 
the States, in fact, a company has not the remotest 
chance of success without it includes the name of some well-known 
member of the prize-fighting fraternity starred on its bills. If 
this sort of thing continues, we shall probably find Irving super- 
seded by Charlie Mitchell at the Lyceum, and Nunc Wallace, or 
some other member of the fancy, posing as our chief comedian. 


s 
THE statement that the Editor of Larks / is about to retire upon 
a fortune has given rise to a large amount of envy. As a matter 
of fact, there Is no truth in it; as although the gigantic and ever 
increasing success of our wonderful ha'porth has put all concerned 
in its luction in aftluence—the Editor is too proud of his position 
to resign it at present. Oh, it's a marvel, is Larks / and no mistake, 


Ir the Industrial Exhibition ‘at Earl’s Court does not prove 
the most successful of the series, A. SLOPER for one will be very 
ee — 
prised, 


done e 


Water Show is more wonderful than ever, and there can be but 
little doubt but that his famous “Chute” will prove one of the 
chief attractions of the Water Carnival. Of the gigantic wheel 
which is in course of formation, we shall have more to say anon ; 
suttice it to say that those who should best know prophecy that 
it will be the chief feature of the Exhibition. 


s 
A PAPER, every member of the staff of which is to be a woman, 
will shortly make its a in New York. — publisher, 
compositors, clerks, machine-minders and all connec will be of 
the feminine sex; and some jolly old rows there'll be amongst the 
lot of ‘em we're prepared to wager. We tremble to think of it all. 


IN a recent case of attempted suicideat Manchester, the magistrate 
remarked upon the difficulty the accused had experienced in 
9 2 e N Me ic 7 than — = 
this respect. One can enough poison for sixpence at some o 
the Fleet Street pubs. to kill a bullock. 

THE Queen's Drawing-room ‘the Prince of Wales's levees, and 
first-nights at our first-class West-end theatres are all brilliant 
npectacles in their 
way, but. if the truth 
must be known, they 
are not to be com- 
pared with the re- 
served inclosure at 
Alexandra Park on 
a trotting - meeting 
day. The first meet- 
ing of the season, on 
the afternoon of 
Monday week 
was patronized by 
some of the most 
renowned indi- 
viduals in the 
country. A. SLOPER 
—— e all his 
glory, and among 
I tt ded (3 
eas zable 
were itr. MeNab. 
Mr. McGooseeley, Iky 
Moses, and usin 
Evelina. The 1 
was of the very 
description, and 
Mr. Cathcart may 
well feel satisfied at the success attending his initial effort of the 
season. 5 * 


WE observe that the British publican is wasing highly indignant 
at the proposals in the Budget to increase the duty on beer and 
spirits, and that meetings are bein; protest- 
ing against the idea. ell, well, will mean a 
smaller threepenn’orth, that's all. 


held in various 
it becomes ay & 


(Saturday, May 12, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 19TH May, 18%. 
— 


18th May, 1004. —0n this day Samuel Chilton, a labouring 
man, aged about twenty-five, of Tinsbury, near Bath, fell into a 
profound sleep, from which he did not awake until after a month's 
time. He fell asleep in on the 19th of April, 1696, and slept 
until the 7th August. Food was placed by his -side, of which 
he ate, but no one saw him do so. Every means were tried to 
awake him, but in vain, and the doctors who attended on him 
testified that “he was ly asleep, and no sullen counterfeit.” 


14th May, 1842.—The first number of the Illustrated 
London News appeared on this day. The ies in the early part 
of the century gave occasional woodcuts, There were two in 1804 
February 15th and rs 8 1th) ; two in 1807 (April gth and 15th) ; 
ve in 1809, one of which, September 12th, was a plan of Covent 
Garden Theatre, and another, October 26th, 
tion at the Jubilee. 


15th May, 1880.—A news: 
were 2272 British soldiers of eg 


a design for illumina- 


of this day states that there 

ight of six feet and upwards, 

ousehold l in the 
u 


16th May, 1881.— Female dancers were this day first intro- 
duced on the Parisian stage at the theatre of the Palais Royal in 
The Triumph of Love. 


17th May, 1889.—A Reuter's telegram of this date reports: 
“A coroner's inquiry was oe to-day to ascertain whether 
Mr. Irving Bishop, the thought-reader, in consequence of a 
cataleptic seizure or under the dissecting knife.“ Mr. Bishop's 
mother has related the following story of her own early life to 
corroborate the theory that her son was probably alive at the time 
of the dissection. She says: I am a subject to the same cataleptic 
trances in which my boy often fell. One can hear and see every- 
thing, but both speech and movement are paralysed. Some years 
ago | was in a trance for six days, and I saw the arrangements 
being made for 3 Only my brother's determined resistance 
53 them from em ing me. On the seventh day I came 

myself, but the agony 1 endured left its mark for ever.“ 
It is stated that Mr. Bishop carried in his pocket a card recording 
the facts in — to his own liability to catalepsy; and, in 
addition, he warned all his relatives and friends. 


18th May, 1734.—On this date was buried in the church- 
yard of Heydon, in Yorkshire, William Strutton, of 1 
97, who had by his first wife twenty-eight children, an by 
ores ue 3 was 8 to forty-five, diather to 
eighty-six, g n er ninety- seven, an reat- 
grandfather to twenty-three, in all two bendred snd Cee, 


19th May, 1828.—John Bull, of this date, says: “We have 
to congratulate our readers upon a circumstance of importance and 
deep interest to the friends of humanity and the public in general ; 
we mean the revival of the excellent and manly sport of cock- 
fighting, which has been restored during the last week to its 
ancient place amongst the noble diversions of Englishmen, in 
Yorkshire, in a new pit of handsome construction and ample 
dimensions, There is no amusement which blends intellectual 
enjoyment und the gratification of all the best feelings of our 
nature so perfectly as this; the co’ exhibited by the feeders 
and their employers in setting two birds to tear each other to 
p and the consideration displayed in arming their heels with 
weapons, that the w. may be r and conse- 

quently less painful than if inflicted only by the natural spur; in 
short, the whole system is so full of sentiment and amiability, that 
it cannot but delight the public to find it flourishing in the north 
under the auspices of wealth and rank; we trust that the en- 
5 i a — in Yorkshire will induce one 
enterp spiri promulgate n e other count n 
England, po, si we have no doubt it will meet with equal support.” 


sO SILLY OF THEM. 
THE pores teem with offers from 
F 
re ow you ho 
To make 3 great. i 
But isn’t it a funny thing, 
Dan thes, ithe foolish elves, 4 
eep the knowledge secret, an 
Make all the cash themselves? 


A NOVEL IN A NUTSHELL. 

THE shades of evening had not long fallen, and the pushing 
little chemist at the top of the suburban terrace had only just lit 

is gas, when a brougham rattled along the road, and, pulling 
up outside the pharmacy, a heavily-veiled lady alighted. 

„Good evening, Mr. Lenitive E. Lectuary,” she nid in 1 low, 
cautious tone, as she advanced to the counter, and leaned her 
exquisitely gloved right hand upon the pill and patent medicine 
ats te,” seplied th 3 ingly avoid gaze 

* Quite,” chemist, seemingly avoiding her and 
fixing his eyes upon a glass jar labelled Tool. Chlor. Pur” 

“Then give me sixpennyworth of your most potent rat poison.” 

He did not offer to obey her. Entwining the fingers of his right 
and left hands he rocked gently tojand fro. At length he said: 

„Lady Emmeline, I cannot. Your haste is positively indecent.” 

“ You decline to serve me, then?” and the haughty and beautiful 
creature drew herself to her full height as she picked up the small 
silver coin she had deposited on the top of a pot of vaseline. 
e it into the Ha ay of her left glove. 

“IT do, my lady. And more than that, I caution you to reflect. 
‘Tis scarce three moons since Pg buried your fourth husband: 
for the sake of appearances No. 5 must ve a little longer—till 
after the Derby anyway, and therefore 

But with a scornful, mocking laugh she strided from the shop. 
The Lady Emmeline Bairze-Greese never yet been foiled, and 
merely uttering “ Nearest oilshop” to her liveried coachman, she 
entered the brougham and was driven rapidly away.— Ert ract 
Jrom “ Mashed zn the Morn and Murdered in the Moonlight ; or, 
Ought We to Charge her?” One shilling, at all bookstalfs. 


— — 


“You 1 Moai ete ibe ge real love l 
can only love ut for oi and that asts 
for all time.” And the old man gazed serenely on the ancembled 
bar full, “Yes,” answered McGooseley, “you only loved once 
really, and the name of that love was ‘Miss Unsweetened,’ an 
you've stuck to it ever since, and if you don't look out you'll wear 
Zins thst yon Eold 0 iso's teas Gh 2 
u CO! ve 
with an extra lady's blush. * cae s n 
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Saturday, May 12, 1804. 


THE LADIES’ INVASION. me 
correspondence carri Daily Telegraph on 
1 — the invasion of ladies tuto smoking cagriagea) 


1 You must have seen 


how, 
If the D. T. just now 
You've upon any 


occasion, 
That a terrible lot 
Of complete Tommy- 


22 rot 
71 Hus been writ on “The 
Ladies’ Invasion.” 
Say the men with 
conceit 
‘Twould be awkward 
to beat— 
“It is we who're the 
source of attrac- 


tion ! 
But we won't have em 


here; 
And their coming, it’s 


clear, 
Is a very unladylike 
action. 


9 


So the vials of their 
rath 


wi 
They pour recklessly forth 
In a way, to the digs. most provoking, 
Determined, no doubt, 
To keep petticoats out ee 
Of the sacred compartment marked “Smoking. 


So all up-to-date pets 


Who adore cigaret 
Must use all their vest reuasion 
To get cars (what a joke!) 
Where they also can smoke 
Without fear of the Fellows’ Invasion. 


HIS PERFIDY. 

THE young matron stood sternly facing the man who had sworn 
to love and cherish her, anger, pain, scorn and indignation blazing 
in her eyes, her trembling fingers clutching a photograph—the 
photograph of u woman, 

“So this, sir,” she cried at beg 84 5 with a supreme 
effort, the womanly inclination to fall into a chair and scream her- 
self into hysterics, “So this, sir, is the termination of our brief 
period of married existence ; this is what 1 left a happy home 
where 1 was the joy of my dear mamma for; this is all you mean 
by your hypoorit 
testations of affection, 
which, if 1 hadn't hap- 
pened to—to—er—to feel 
in your pockets to find a 
box of matches, I might 
have gone on blindly be- 
lie vintz, This I say, is 


all— 

“My darling,” he inter- 
rupted. 

Don't darling me, sir!” 
she cried, fiercely; don't 
—don't dare to use a term 
of endearment to me 
again, l—I—oh, to think 
that you could be such a 
brute, such a monster, 
ont a: a * 
“My pet,” he expostu- 
lated, “ pray, hear me for 
a . h 4 
“Not a word,“ she & 
broke in furiously, “not 
a syllable. Don't drive me to madness, I tell you. Don't add to 
your overburdened conscience by a string of miserable falsehoods, 
which can only make you, if possible, even more contemptible.” 

But really, Clara, if you will only allow me to explain——” 

“Explain? What explanation can you give of the damning 
evidence of this 8 Do I not find it secreted carefully in 
your own pocket? What construction would any sensible woman, 
any 1 8 and jury, put upon such a discovery? 

But, Clara, you are talking nonsense, the photo is only—“ 
“Stop, sir!” she 5 “ Have I not said that your excuses 
are futile. Oh, to think,” she added passionately, her woman! 
spite, for the moment, getting the better of her dignity, “ to thin 
that you could desert me for a thing like this. Look at her!" she 
cried, holding the (Photo at arm's length, and 1 at it in 

look at the brazen jade. ever one see 


— 2 scorn, J 
such an object before? Why, the woman squinte—actually squints, 
and then, what a nose, what a mouth—half across her face, I declare: 
and oh, her figure, and the dowdy frumpishness of her altogether.” 

|) She dashed down the portrait and sank breathless into a chair. 

| Then Henry got his chance. I've been trying to tell you, Clara, 
only you wouldn't allow me—that the photograph is only the one 

| J took of you with my new camera week. I did not think, 

| myself, that it quite did you justice, but——” 
| But, with a wild shriek, she collapsed into unconsciousness, 
| GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
| EMMIE PRYOR. 
I wITH my bonnie goose feather, 
| And he Tien his pencil so «pry, 
We've lived and we've laboured to- 
er 
For ages and ages gone by. 
But cn sorrow we cannot now 
We feel jolly anxious to die; 
We are burdened with thoughts 
suicidal, 
The Eminent's artist and I! 
> Since first we did work for the 
Fossil, 2 
os. work has been always ad- 
m 7 
We have never yet angered our 
Boss ill, 


Or words of invective required. 
But at last, to deep wrathfulness 


heated, 
The Wreck at our heads has let 


fly: 
And n been by his Bluchers 
maltreated, 
The Eminent's artist and 1! 


I wrote a sweet sonnet to Emmie: 
"Twas hurled by the Wreck on 


the fire, N 
And the Wreck to tho artist said, 
“Demme! 


Your picture, compared with Miss Pryor, 
Is aa Satan compared with a Peri! 
I'll give you the sack by-and-by 
So you know why we feel eo uncheery, 
he Eminent's artist and 1! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER. sox. 


— 


DuBLin, May let. 1894. 
My Dran ALLY,—Pray pardon the familiarity of my mode of 
address, but as I have known and loved you nearly ten years now, 
1 cannot think of you as anything but an old pal. Whilst planting 
some potatoes in my garden yesterday, I came across the 
inclosed specimen, which bears such à wonderful likeness to your 
widely-beloved features, that I could not resist the temptation 
to let you judge for yourself, although, as I am aware, you are 
continually receiving similar presents. Trusting that Mrs. S. and 

the family are all well. Yours faithfully, PAT 


SLOPER’S VAG ARIEsS. 


No. 217.—HE 18 BOWLED OUT BY A CERTAIN PECULIAR 
PERFUME. 


THE Wreck found bills at home, he did, 
To the tune of five-and-fifty quid; 
So away from Mildew Court he slid, 
And his manly frame from his debtors hid. 
Up a court in Borough Road, S. K., 
He took a room for two-and-three 
Per week. And thus his thoughts did run: 
“ My tradesmen's schemes I'll mar! 
The bloomin’ duns at home may dun, 
But they dunno where | are!" 


From each of SLOPER'S tradesmen went 
A burly debt-collector, sent 
To Mildew Court with orders stern— 
Without the brass to ne'er return. 
But their eyes with 2 and did burn 
When the Fabrics — them learn 
That her darling hus 's father’s son 
Had from home vamoosed afar. 
“You bloomin’ duns in vain may dun, 
For we dunno where e are! 


The duns in discontent drew back, 
Assured they all would the sack, 
But, ere they'd to the City got, 
A thought into their minds there shot. 
“We'll search each district, out and in, 
For odours of ‘ Unsweetened’ Gin!“ 
The glorious scheme was 2 begun: 
They sniffed both near and 5 
And SLorxn's by his duns undone, 
For his duns know where e are! 


— — 


TO A CHARMING CORRESPONDENT. 


“ ELuinonE” asks, “ Would you advise me to become a literary 
woman? I have read ‘SLOPER’ for years?” 

Yes, we think we would, Ellinore. Indeed, upon further con- 
sideration, yes, certainly—by all means. e a literary woman, 
Ellinore, it's good business. For, when you have conquered fame, 
you will have nothing in the world to do but lie on a rose satin 
saddlebag couch, fitted up with a solid silver desk arrangement, 
and dash off dainty little “Occ.” poems—not necessarily for the 
Pall Mall: you will have quite a choice of millionaire editors of 
your own—and thrilling romances and things—particularly things 
—whenever you feel in the humour. Of course vou will have a 
salon, and all the—what the society papers call—the “smart set” 
will gather about Pie and listen with bated breath (would bait 
mousetraps some it) whilst you said witty oe or fired off 
bright and telling epigrams. * oo takes a lit 
but it's nothing when you're to it. boys, in gor; * 
liveries, will bring you, on golden sal vers, rose-tinted envelopes, 
inclosing the five hundred guinea cheques of your obsequious 
publishers, and, no doubt, lots of your admiring countrymen and 
countrywomen will stick up a lot of statues to you, name their 
racehorses, and yachts, soape, and cosmetics after you. Fair maidens 
and brave men will grovel on all fours soliciting the priceless 
gift of your autograph, and the routine of your daily life will be 
given in eztenso in the idy. Such will be your roseate 
future when once you have won fame. 

And, until then? Oh, until then you can have lots of fun 
thinking of all this, while you are trudging about in the rain with 
half a gallon of water in your shoes, or climbing up twenty-seven 
tlights of stairs to sell a twenty-five guinea poem to a twenty-four 
a who will beat you down to one and sixpence for it, 
and then work it up into a soothing-syrup advertisement. 


WANT OF PRINCIPLE. 


Ir was at the trial of a syndicate of stock-broking gentlemen 
who had got themselves into trouble over a gold mine or a diamond 
field, or something of the kind, and the prosecuting counsel was 
cross-examining one of the prisoners who had been allowed to go 
into the witness-box. 

“Now, tell me,” he asked, “who took the chief share in the affair 
—who was your principal?” 

“ 5 We ba at equally responsible,” responded the witness. “We 
no principal. 
aa aga the contention of the prosecution,” remarked the judge, 
andly. 
And the Court roared accordingly. 


— — 


A BLACK CLOUD. 


A BLACK cloud, a black cloud, 
A cloud like a funeral pall, 

Is being driven o'er the face of heaven 
And my terriers whine and crawl 

To their sheltering den, ere the cloud with rain 
Teems down: but anon. anon 

They will bask in the smile of the skies again, 
When the gloomy cloud has gone. 


A black cloud, a black cloud, 
That extends frem rim to rim 

Of the wind-tossed deep, over hen ven doth sweep ; 
And the ship may be taut and trim, 

Yet the sailors fear that a briny grave 
Will be theirs: but anon, anon, 

Will the ship skim safe o'er the tranquil wave, 
When the gloomy eloud has gone. 


A black cloud, a black cloud, 
O’er thy face and thy heart may flit, 

And thy soul be wrought with the dismal thought 
Of the troubles to come from it. 

But hope and patience and earnest prayer 
Will prevail : and anon. anon, 

Thy face and thy heart will a sweet smile wear 
When the gloomy cloud has gone. 


— —— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Mem. for Paperhangers: The best bedroom paper is the one 
which Paterfamilias likes to read in bed. 

O. Distinguish between the chief town in North Ireland and 
Miss Flirtigirl of the“ Priv.“! 

aA. Bel-fast: Fast belle. 

THE Lay of Allan Water“: Laying Mrs. S. A. Allen's Hair 
Restorer on a bald head. 

AN Early Riser: The sweep’s broom. It generally rises up the 
chimney before breakfast. 


tle learning, - 


HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


— 


CHAPTER IX. 


Jack TREVOR suddenly withdrew his attention from Miss 
Clotilde Haycroft, much to his own displeasure, and probably 
much to the wonderment of Lady 
Montacute and her friends, though 
apparently it did not greatly disturb 

iss Haycroft. That lady went on 
the even tenor of her way with a 
beaming smile, and if she missed 
Jack Trevor's corapany, or mourned 
his absence, she showed no sign to 
those around her. Of course, among 
her friends, Jack's sudden disappear- 
ance was accounted for in only one 
way — he had proposed and been 
refused, as had others before him ; 
and some who had allowed them- 
selves to drop out of the runnin 
while Jack was in favour, plucked 
up fresh courage, and resol ved to test. 
their chances once more. Miss Clo- 
tilde Haycroft wasin danger of get- 
ting the be ag one of being a flirt. 

And Jack? Jack was ill at ease. 
Now he realised that all the hopes 
of his life were wrapped up in Clo- 
tilde Haycroft, but the story told 
him by Hardcole had made union 
with her impossible. He had no 
reason to doubt the truth of the 
tale. He remembered the wild times 
and the condition of society in Cape 
Town at the time spoken of, and 
there was every probability that the 
affair had happenes just as it was 
described. the man Ranee 
and the girl had disappeared. They 
might never heard of again; 
but then Hardcole would be sure to attempt to levy blackmail, 
and Jack Trevor shrank with horror from the scandal which 
might be created, and which would be almost certain to involve 
the woman he loved. 

He might repudiate the marriage—declare that he was not a 
responsible agent when the ceremony was performed ; but from 
that, too, he shrank with horror. Jack was a cynic and cool; but 
there was, deep down in his heart, a dread of furnishing food for 
the society pe ee he cared not to contemplate the way the 
a, = wake in Seg EN 85 1 4 Bos Ag oft 
repented-of orgie. Bi an ugly loo loubly ugly 
when it involved Clotilde | aycroft ; and Jack Trevor ee 
it would be best to with - 
draw all pretensions to 
her hand, and so avoid 
involving her in the 

uagmire which 
threatened to engulf 
him. 

There was undoubtedly 
a difficulty about thus 
drawing back, and Jack 
did not like the idea of 
dropping out of his 
position with Miss Hay- 
croft without some ex- 
planation; but explan- 
ation was awkward — 
doubly awkward, when 
he could hardly give her 
a reason why he should 
explain. He could not 
tell a woman whom he 
had never asked to 
marry nim that he had 
no intention to marry 
her. He did not know 
for certain that she 
would have married 
him, even if he 
asked her. If he told 
her that he was already 
married, it would imply 
that he had entertained 
an opinion that she was 
willing to marry him, 
and Jack Trevor had an 
impression that to hint at such a thing was a sure way to rouse her 
‘indignation. Hour after hour he puzzled over the conundrum 
which Hardcole's revelation had put before him, and all his con - 
sideration of it, 2 at it from every available point he could, 
— 3 him to the conclusion that there was no clear way 
out of it. 

So he sought distraction ; not in tbe old way, but by wandering 
about from public entertainment to public entertainment at night, 
and to places where he had little chance of meeting the woman he 
loved. He had even contemplated going abroad, but he was loth 
to sever himself entirely from England, and 30 he hovered about. 
The music-halls and minor theatres were the places where he was 
least likely to meet Miss Haycroft, and to these he went, and 
yawned over the 
sprightliness of the 
scrio-comics, or 
laughed at the hysteri- 
cal pathos of the heroine 
of melodrama, In these 
excursions the audi- 
ences were to him more 
amusing than were the 
performances. They 
afforded him new 
studies, and he watched 
them with interest. 

One night a man ina 
seat near him attracted 
his attention greatly. 
The evident delight 
which he displayed ‘in 
the discomfiture of the 
villain suggested that 
his visits to theatres 
had been few and far 
between, and Jack Tre- 
vor watched the man 
with amused interest. 
He was well dressed, 
but had about him a 
roughness that spoke of 
rough toil. There was 
something familiar to 
Jack about him, too, 
but it was not till they 
were leaving the theatre 
almost together that 
Jack could remember 
the face, then it came x 
with a flash, and in two strides Jack's hand was on the man's 
shoulder with the remark - 

“ Phil Ranee, a few words with you.” 

(To be continued newt week.) 


In danger of being a flirt. 


Wandering about. 


Jack's hand was on the man's shoulder. 
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THE F. O. s. PORTRAIT GALLERY. ' A WOMAN OF THE WORLD. 


an’! the docthor Il seize the oppur- 
in it, " 


No. 559.—At. SyDNeY S. PRIDMORE, F. OS. 


»Was born in England, and not made in Germany, as is gen- 
erally supposed. He was originally intended for a doctor, but 
0 


having, at quite an enrly age, deve! a tendency for causing de, t after it, George ; ght be drowned, and then what should I do? „Look . Mishter u. I wan'askyou 
Here to laugh themselves to death, ne decided to abandon the oo es _ = 1 8 98 sh 15 8 return? one sit pimpnimre quesh'n. I ‘ave ere geo nolan 

lea of killing them by any other process less pleasant. To see George (softly). Would it cause you much sorrow, should I never return 8 tick V. all I wall'll know és, does that includle 
him shuffle a pack of cards is a treat, but as to whether, when Maude. It would, indecd, dear ! You know you are minding my purse, refreshments?" 


he shuffles off this mortal coil, he will meet with a just reward, 
hg beyond us to say. We nave . to x 
veracity ; personally speaking, we wo' eve him on 

oath, as we have seen und known so many of this ilk before— A CHANCE FOR A NEW INDUSTRY. 
but were all behind him. All we can say is, if his pills are 
as good as his tricks, they must be worth much more than a 
guinea a box. Principally because he's a most original decep- 
tionist Sydney was created F. O. S., and the ‘sloper Award of 
Merit presented to him April 7th, 1894."— Debrett Improved. 


BANK HOLIDAY ACCIDENTS. 
Newspaper Report, An elderly gentleman received a severe 
vlow on the face from a stick aimed at a cocoanut. 
Fact. Al. l. v. when mooching around, trying to sneak a cocoa- 
nut, was hit across the Loko by the man that bossed the show. 


(1) Pat Rooney. Pnwhat's that ould omadaun scratchin' about there loike an ould pra 
hin for? Sure, Of'll go an' ax him phwhat he's lookin’ for——(2) “Foine day, yer and 
honour! Did yer foind miny mushrooms?" Professor Stoneage. No, no, my friend : 
but I have been fortunate enough to discover some 3 specimensof — 6) “Phwhat's that yer Ae ould divil! Not the roight koind’? 
flint arrow-heads, commonly called - elf- Volta.“ which I shall add to m col- Au' me breakin’ me spoine in" pok: 
lection. If you should happen to find any like these when digging, I would @indly per fun at! Iicjabers, ye ould thief! if yea won't pay for ‘em, ye shall have em for 
eee for them. Tut . Let me look at em, sor? ! nothing! Take that! an’ bad luck to yes!" and enraged native emptied the 
they're flintshtones 1——(3) “=htop where ye are, yer honour, till Oi go the li av contents of his barrow on x 
me cabin, an’, bedad, Olli bring ye the foincst colliction in Europe |——(4) **Whirroo! accountable barbarian! I must now bear an interesting resemblance to an ancient 
Come out, Biddy, me jewel, fill the big barrow wid the shtones Oi cleared off the Pictish barrow. But even that reflection gave him no comfort. 


MORE FROM THE POETS, NO HOPE. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


“AFTER THE BALL.” 
Picking up a M 


“Do you think you could love a painter?" 
“What sort of painter—an ordinary painter?” 
“Alas! I am afraid a very ord painter.” 


SUNDAY SCHOOL VISITOR. 2 
“Now, Tommy Tummyake, what befell the wicked boy who 
went fishing on Sunday? Drowned, eh 7“ 


Master Tommy Tummyake. No, fear! he caught a whopping “Then, I'm afraid pa wouldn't consent, because he's 
big bucket o eels, an' had a high ole time, I kuow, cos it was a carriage-painter, and he won't even speak to a 
me wot dune it. “Rich and rare were the gems sne we. house-painter.” Elenora, 
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